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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
Some of you may know that Tracii Guns was the guitarist in Guns N' Roses before Slash came along.. and this, 
of course, bore me some lovely ideas.. (I hope they turn out to be as lovely on the page as they are in my 


head). 
Anyway, | don't own ‘em, no malice intended, blah blah, don't sue me. 


And of course, enjoy. 


"So Tracii, you were their first guitarist. Did you ever imagine, at the time, that Guns N' Roses would blow up 


into such a huge success?" 


"Well." | said. How the hell was | supposed to know that that lanky little son of a bitch would grow into Axl 
Rose, the greatest performer of the decade.. Axl Rose the king of rock n roll.. Axl fuckin' Rose the flame-haired 
legend | swear to god, if | hear that shit one more time I'll go to his house and personally wring his neck. "No, | 


couldn't have imagined, at the time." 
"Do you feel any sort of regret, for leaving the band?" 


"Well." | said, looking at the poster of Guns N' Roses behind the blonde reporter. Axl, in front, his legs spread, 
as fuckin’ usual. The two blondes at his side, Izzy in the back And then there was Slash, his hand on Axl's bare 
shoulder, pouting those damn lips. Maybe | should go wring his neck instead, cause "yeah. Of course | feel 


regret" | said, "to some degree anyway." Some degree my ass, that should have been me up there. 
"Do you still keep in touch?" 


"Well... No. | left the band in a less than friendly manner, so no, | don't keep in touch. Why the hell should |, 
anyway?--No, wait, don't write that. You know what, | don't think | have much more to say if this is just gonna 
be a rant about what could have been. And listen lady, if you print what | said just then, l'm sueing you." 


And with that, | stood up and walked out, leaving the door swinging behind me. 
| had to put up such a fight with my ego to keep from going back in there and telling the bitch: you would 


have no Guns N fuckin’ Roses had it not been for me. And make sure that it gets printed in every single 


magazine, so Axl can remember who put the gun in his roses. 


Move To The City 


Author's Notes: 
| have to somehow rid myself of the urge to post a chapter so often, maybe then | could get more writing 


done instead of a tiny clutter of words a day! Bear with me though.. 


1983 

Axl walked alongside Izzy, his head bowed and his eyes on the concrete. These were new steps for Axl, and it 
was a lot to take in Not even having spent a year in LA, he was already fed up with dirty needles, living off 
strippers and sleeping in dumpsters. Repeating the same dead beat dance with every band he tried to make it 
with wasn't much fun either. And he had just been dumped. It was time for change. 

And change didn't come in a package prettier than Tracii Guns. 

"You nervous?" Izzy asked. 

"Well. Yeah. It's an audition, so | guess | gotta be." 

"You'll be fine man. You know you can sing, and everything else will come to ya eventually." 

"Thanks Jeff--| mean, Izzy. It's nice of you to come with me." 

"No problem. Ain't seen Tracii in a while anyway, I've been wanting to catch up." 

Axl nodded, and went back to his thoughts. He couldn't help but thinking yes, this is the big break 

It was only another five minutes or so until the two reached the front steps of an abandoned warehouse. Axl, 
who was still looking at the ground, took no note of the figure sitting atop of the stairs. "Izzy," he called, "nice 
To see ya" 

Axl looked up, brushing the red locks out of his eyes. 

The man at the top of the steps hadn't risen. He just sat there leaning against the wall, with his legs sprawled 
out and a bottle of Jack Daniels in between them. He held a cigarette with two fingers coated in black nailpolish, 
and his hair was a mess that covered his eyes. Axl blushed as he then smoothed it back and locked eyes with 


the redhead. 


"And you must be Axl." 


The man at the top of the steps could barely be called a man Tracii wasn't even legal to drink at the time, 
but he fooled everyone. Being an LA local for the better part of his life gave him some sort of wise gleam in 


his eyes. So he thought, anyway. 
"Well, come on up." 


Axl sang a cover of You Got Me Rocking by the Stones for his audition. Tracii was planted firmly on the ground 


beside him, watching the redhead's every move while strumming his guitar. 

‘1 was all dried up, dyin’ to get wet, | was a tycoon drowning in debt," Axl sang out, and finally decided to try for 
a memorable ending. Jump around, or move your ass, or drop fo your knees and let out a final howl.. Think of 
what Mick Jagger would do! Do something! he thought this, and just as he gathered the courage to turn 
towards the rest of the band and go down in a blaze of glory, his voice caught in his throat.. 


Tracii's eyes were on him, and it only hit him now that the brunette had been watching him all along. 


And that was how it began. Axl was now a part of the LA Guns. And Tracii was now a part of Axl Rose. 


On The Nighttrain 


Author's Notes: 
Ahmm. sorry for the wait. And there'll be more sleaze shortly ;) 


"Sit down, I'm gettin’ you a drink," Tracii said, patting Axl's shoulder and sliding his hand over his bare arm, 
right down to his finger tips. Axl obeyed, and lit a cigarette frantically. He was nervous. And why the fuck not? 
It wasn't hard to guess what was coming shortly, but Axl felt stupid expecting it, incase he was getting it all 


wrong. 


Before long, Tracii returned from the bar, holding a bottle that was unfamiliar to Axl. The redhead narrowed 
his eyes, trying to read the label. 


"Nighttrain," Tracii announced. "I'm broke, alright. This is the cheap was of getting fucked." The last word came 


out through a smile. 


The statement made something stir in Axl's stomach. Tracii flopped down on the old couch next to him, and 
uncapped the bottle. "So this is to you, congrats on getting in the band," he passed Axl the bottle and watched 


him take a swig. 


"Fuckin--" Axl's face scrunched up immediatley, and he covered his mouth, afraid of spitting it out. "Jesus! How 
cheap is this shit?" 


Tracii chuckled, "two bucks. But hey, after a few good swigs you barely notice." 
Axl raised his brows. "How nice." 


Tracii wasn't lying. After a few mouthfuls, both of them were way past the point of caring about the taste of 
the alcohol. Their speech was slurring, and the topics of the conversation got more ridiculous as time went by. 
Axl's breathing quickened as he concentrated on stopping the ceiling from spinning. Neither of them were 
exactly lightweights when it came to drinking, but whatever shit was in that bottle was quite possibly brewed 
by the devil. Their limbs began to tangle, at first glance as innocently as with any pair of drunks. Tracii had his 
legs thrown over Axl's lap, and soon the redhead noticed that there was a hand beneath his shirt. Soft fingers 
traced circles on his skin. Axl sighed, involuntarily, at the realization. Tracii smirked when his actions finally got 


noticed. 


"I knew it from first glance, you know," Tracii told him. 


"Huh?" 


"You. You got that look," he said, moving so that he was only inches away from Axl's face, breathing into his 
year. The redhead turned his head to face him, forgetting completely that his heart was nearly leaping out of 
his ribcage from anxiety. "I knew you could sing just by looking at those lips.” 


Axl made an attempt at finding some sort of response. Of course, the attempt failed. He could only sit there, 
staring, lips parted and breath ragged. Tracii's constant smirk faded then, and he regarded Axl the same way 


he was regarding him. 


Axl's next attempt to speak at least produced some sort of slurred vowel. No one heard the rest of it though, 
he quickly forgot everything he knew about talking when Tracii pressed his lips against his. It was soft, it was 
tender and goddamn it was passionate. Were men supposed to kiss like that? Wasn't it supposed to be sloppy 
and rough and careless? This definatley wasn't. Wait, were men even supposed to kiss? Fuck no! But this wasn't 
even awkward. It was just like a well rehearsed dance. Tracii's lips were just so soft, and the traces of liquor 


made them look enameled in the most delicate shade of pink. 
Reluctantly, Axl pulled himself back. 


"l--| wanna go back to your place." 


Slip OF The Tongue 


The bed was the only half-decent thing that Tracii owned. It sat proudly in his living room, since his apartment 
was so small there was actually nothing to call a bedroom. Among the empty bottles, old pizza boxes and god 
knows what else, it was a little piece of heaven set against the wall. The white sheets smelled mildly like candy 
floss with a hint of something like absinthe and pot. When Tracii caught the scent of something unfamiliar in 
his haven, his eyelashes fluttered open Sweat mingled with some tragically cheap liquor.. Oh yeah, he 
remembered, seeing the fluff of red hair on his pillow. And with that he realized that his hand was resting on 
a naked body part that definitely wasn't his. He grinned then, and decided to nuzzle Axl's neck to check if he 
was awake. "Mmm," his skin was tender and had a sweet unique taste. But no reply. He was out cold. Still, Tracii 
cuddled and nuzzled some more, just because the redhead happened to be warm and soft and a nice addition to 


his bed. 


Luckily for the redhead, Tracii couldn't see his face. If that had been the case, he might've noticed that Axl 

was really quite awake, and turning pale upon realizing where exactly he was and who's hand that was on his 
ass. Axl was also quite surprised that Tracii couldn't feel his heart trying to hammer through his ribcage as 
he brought one hand up to draw circles on his chest. Axl shut his eyes and tried his best to play dead. Bad 

move. In an instant, visions from last night came flooding back behind his lids, and he shot open his eyes and 
bit his lip to make them go away. 


Oh shit. Last night.. 


The last coherent words he remembered saying were "f wanna go back to your place." Then, after what seemed 
to be only a moment, Tracii had him slammed up against his door while he desperately fumbled with the key. 
Never taking his lips away from Axl, he mumbled something about fucking him right there if the damn door 
didn't open. Eventually though, it did, and the two came stumbling through and miraculously made it to the bed. 


Axl remembered that he was even more eager than Tracii to tear off all his clothes. 
Oh shit. | asked for it. | wanted it Fuck, | wanted it so bad What the hell is wrong with me? 


Then more visions came, mostly of the ceiling, and black hair covering his eyes as him and Tracii kissed, more 
savagely than ever. Then he was gone and so was his pants and there was the ceiling again, and a deliciously 


warm wetness around his cock. 


Oh fuck This was too much. Axl rolled over and buried his face into the pillow, still appearing to be asleep. 
Unfortunately the action gave Tracii's hand an even better resting spot on his ass, and with a lusty chuckle he 
squeezed a litle, and cuddled closer. Feeling some rough fuzz tickle his side, Axl noticed that Tracii was still 
naked. It took all of his self-restraint to keep from ripping out his own hair as he recalled the next turn of 
events from the previous night. 


Tracii had come back up to face him, and everything was silent except for Axl's ragged breathes. They stared 
at each other through heavy lidded eyes, and Tracii licked Axl's lip very lightly. "Have you done this before?" He 


asked, and Axl could just barely shake his head. Tracii considered him for another eternal moment, and then 


whispered, '/ haven't got any.. you know, lube, and shit." 


Axl finally found his voice then, and it felt quiet and gravelly in his throat, "/ don’t care." Tracii smiled, and 
raised himself, only to slide down a little and position himself between Axl's thighs. 


"You wanna turn over?" He asked, and Axl stared at him, almost in terror. "Okay, dont turn over. It hurts more 


that way." 
Axl nodded, and as he felt Tracii's hands push his legs apart, he told him, "Dont hold back." 


Tracii had smiled, and leaned in to kiss him once more, and then he entered him. Axl howled, almost ripping 
apart completely, and clenched his fists around the bed sheets. There were tears in his eyes, and if he hadn't 


squeezed them shut, he would have seen the worried look on Tracii's face. 

"Well, fuck, you asshole! This better fucking get better!" 

Tracii grinned at his bravery, and slid back out only to push back in again, with more speed and the hope that 
Axl wouldn't die right there beneath him. The redhead arched his back, and proceeded to scream his way 
through the whole experience. It did get better though, and the pain was diluted by floods of pleasure. He 
barely noticed himself coming, and only stopped the swearing and moaning when Tracii rolled over to his side, 
kissed him, and said, "Gross dude, wipe that mess off your stomach" 

After that, he had basically passed out. 

Now he wished he was still unconscious. His ass hurt, he was still terrified of facing Tracii, and mostly quite 
ashamed of himself. Axl Rose does not fuck men, for fuck's sake! Even worse, Axl Rose does not get fucked by 


men. 


Oh shit. He thought again, and then he felt Tracii's hand slide off him, and soon his warmth was completely 


gone. 
"Well, sleeping beauty, you ain't waking up yet, | guess, so I'll go get me some coffee down the road." 
Tracii kissed his cheek, and Axl buried himself deeper in the pillow in pretend slumbering irritation 
He heard Tracii squeeze into his pants, and then the door shut quietly. 

Axl bolted up, and slapped his hands against his face. 


"What the fuck did | just do?" 


Too Much Too Soon 


Author's Notes: 
This is getting to be much more Axl-centric than | had planned. Oh well. 


Axl's fists beat against the door. "Izzy! Izzy you fucking better be home!" 


The door opened, and Axl regarded a slim brunette. Only unlike Izzy, this one was tall, and came fully equipped 
with huge breasts that were pushed up so high they practically formed a stage. 


"Where's Izzy?" 

"He's inside." 

And the bitch wasn't even budging. Hell, | fucking live here too, Axl thought, and pushed his way through. He 
found his friend on the bed, asleep beside a half empty bucket of fried chicken Izzy turned over, opened one 
eye and mumbled a greeting. 

"Thasroxy by thway," he drabbled into the pillow, nodding towards the girl. Izzy somewhat resembled Tracii, but 
less graceful. In this state anyway. The little dark haired guitarist adjusted himself and wiped some drool off 
his lip. "How's your ass?" 

A lump suddenly appeared in Axl's throat. "My-what?" 


"You went home with Tracii last night-" 


‘lm gonna be off, baby," the girl apparently known as Roxy said. "You don't look like you're gonna be very lively 
Today, hun" 


"Kay, thanks for the chicken. Come back whenever." 


Izzy closed his eyes and took another shot at falling asleep while Roxy gathered her things and proceeded out 
the door. 


Axl was still standing there, jaw almost on the floor. "lz, how'd you know about..?" 


"Fuck," Izzy mumbled, "I should've known not to introduce you two." He yawned, “didn't think you'd go for it, 
though." 


"What the hell do you mean?" Axl crawled onto the bed, almost on top of him. "How do you know about my 


ass!" 


"Well, last night when he was so desperate to get you alone, | kinda figured it out that he'd try to take you 
home and fuck you. And you didn't come back, so whaddya know." 


Axl blinked. "Is he usually..into guys?" 

"Tracii's literally into anything with a pulse and a hole." 

Izzy twitched his nose nonchalantly, while Axl contemplated the statement. 

"Did you and him ever-you know?" 

Izzy laughed, “hell no! Shit, well, actually | used to be in this band, not so long ago, and | used to wear a dress, 
you know, just for the fuck of it. | don't know if that made any difference, but we did get pretty loaded one 
night and we kissed or some shit. Then | suddenly turned very sober and almost ran out screaming. That was 
it though. You want chicken?" 

"Fuck. No, man, | don't want chicken. Shit" 

"Well, can you give me some chicken?" 

Izzy was wrapped up tight in blankets, so only his head was poking out. He couldn't even bother to open his 
eyes, so feeding himself was definitely out of the question. Axl took a greasy chicken drumstick from the 


bucket and stuck it in Izzy's mouth with a look of genuine disgust. 


After gnawing on it for a while, Izzy commanded Axl to “pull,” and reluctantly the redhead complied, pulling out 


the bone and leaving Izzy to chew on the meat: 

"Dude, that is really not fucking cool" 

Izzy swallowed and retorted with a gentle “fuck off" But Axl just lay down next to him and sighed 
"Don't be starting any of that gay shit with me, dude," Izzy grinned. 

"Fuck you man, last night didn't make me a fagl It was a one time thing. | was drunk" 

Izzy laughed, "are you sure?" 


The redhead scowled, and sighed again. "Shit. | have fucking practice tomorrow, man. What do | do? | ran out in 


the morning without him seeing me." 


"Jeez, you boys," Izzy laughed again, then his face turned more serious. "I don't know man, just ignore him." 


"How can | ignore him?" 
"Look, just don't let him fuck with you. If you want him, play your shit right. If you don't, just leave him." 


What the hells that supposed fo mean?! 


Attitude 


Tracii's fingers moved across his guitar like water. He was playing some rendition of a Zeppelin song, mixed with 
some Hendrix, or whatever else floated into his brain. Really though, he was just killing time on the front steps, 
waiting for Axl to show up. He wanted to be by himself for a while, so he could let his mind blissfully wander 
over his last encounter with the redhead. A dreamy smile played across his sharp features as he 
subconsciously imagined the strings to be parts of his new flame. The morning was quite gray and cloudy, the 
type of weather that makes you wanna lay around in bed all day. Lay in bed all day with a certain little Indiana 
kid-was that footsteps? He looked up, and surely enough caught sight of the very person on his mind. 


Axl approached, puffing away relentlessly on his cigarette. Poor boy had been so nervous he'd forgotten to get 


his nicotine fix until just now. He stood in front of Tracii, wearing tight black jeans and a black vest. 
"What happened to the leather?" was Tracii's greeting. 
Axl blushed. 


"Uh-too early for that" 


"Never too early, sweetheart," he smiled and lit his own cigarette. "Where'd you disappear to yesterday 


morning?" 
"Went back home after you disappeared” 


"I just went to get something to drink, | came back in a few minutes but you were gone" He brushed a few 


locks of raven hair from his eyes, "I was kinda bummed." 
Axl just stood there, and eventually shrugged. 

"Well, l'm here now." 

"Mhmm. You wanna get a drink later?" 


"Maybe," Axl said simply. Then he nodded towards the house behind the brunette and walked right past him. 
Tracii coughed out smoke and shot an offended glare at his back One fucker of an attitude. 


Practice went well. As well as it could go with a bunch of guys making a lot of noise. Axl only got the courage 
to sing properly when he managed to look away from Tracii. The brunette really had quite an effect. The air of 
nonchalance that surrounded him made Axl's stomach tighten. The boy knew what he was about, and Izzy's 


words had somewhat scared off the redhead. 


After they finished, the band finally paid heed to the little entourage of groupies that had made their way 


inside. A tiny blonde wearing cut off shorts and thigh-high boots eagerly rushed to Tracii as he put down his 
guitar. She smiled sweetly and gave him a beer, making some sort of small talk Tracii smiled back politely, 


eyeing her. 


Axl glowered from his seat, several meters away. But why should he care anyway? Seeing him looking at 
somebody else like that sent a wave of jealousy over him. He remembered the night they slept together, and 
the reason for his jealousy dawned upon him: Tracii was sweet. He was gentle, despite the searing pain of the 
event itself. That was his body's fault, it being the first time and all. But after Tracii had helped him clean the 
sticky mess off his stomach, he wrapped his arms around him like nobody had done in the past. Axl had only 
had two ‘real' girlfriends in the past, but it wasn't the same this time. Firstly, Tracii was not a girl. And 
secondly, nobody had given him so much affection right after the first fuck. He remembered the feel of 


Tracii's rough cheek against his shoulder as he hugged Axl like he meant the whole world to him. 
"And what's your name, honey?" 


Suddenly he turned his head to see yet another blonde, this one taller and even blonder, putting a hand on his 


shoulder. 
"Axl." 
"That's cute." 


"Yeah. Really.’ 


Suddenly she was in his lap, talking some sort of nonsense that he wasn't really hearing. He just studied her 
pouted lips, amazed at the amount of make up she had piled on. That moment, Tracii chose the wrong time to 
look over. From his angle, Axl looked very interested in his new companion. He scoffed. Playing hard fo get, 
hmm? He almost said it out loud, but remembered the girl rubbing against him and kept quiet. Bit late for that, 
but okay. He looked back down at his own blonde, who was now trying to hook her fingers into his belt loops. 


"What'd you say your name was?" 
"Ambrosia." 


‘Oh, well, that's a nice name. | tell you what, if you give me a kiss right now, I'll buy you a drink later." He was 
going to add if / ever get the money, but the girl was already on him, almost devouring him. He put his arms 
around her, purely to show off. Axl had given his proposal for a drink a measly maybe, and that was a new 
word for Tracii. And the son of a bitch had practically ignored him all the way through practice! Tracii 
definitely wasn't used to such treatment. People usually liked him too much to play games. Especially after a 
night of drunken passion. So he figured there were two explanations to Axl's attitude. Either he wasn't that 
easy, or was just plain not interested. After all, the little redhead had been stupidly intoxicated that night. The 
thought of rejection made Tracii's hands ball up into angry fists around the blonde's garments. Even though he 
was enjoying the feel of her tongue down his throat, it just wasn't the same. He wanted Axl, he liked Axl, and 


by fucking god he was gonna get him again. Suddenly, it became apparent to Tracii that they had missed out 
completely on the thrill of the chase. Maybe that's what Axl wanted Of course! It was common knowledge that 
playing hard to get was the easiest way into someone's heart. Or was it bedroom? Whatever, if he wants to 
play, Tracii thought, /m game. 


He squeezed the blonde's ass, and just then Axl looked over. 


Tracii pulled away and took the girl's hand. Without a glance, he walked right past the flustered and clearly 
pissed off redhead, heading for somewhere more private. Eventually he screwed her without even admiring 
what she looked like with her clothes off. He didn't give a damn either. She was just like a convenient stone, 
killing two birds at once. Acting as an outlet for Tracii's teenage lust while making Axl jealous. Perfect. 


Axl on the other hand didn't even bother with his girl after Tracii left. He said goodbye to the band, and went 
home to Izzy to play cards and get stoned. 


Attitude Adjustment 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you so much for the comments and recommendations. | don't mean to be an asshole by not replying, but 


saying a simple "thank you" to each comment kinda demeans how much | appreciate it. 


It had been two weeks, almost, since their first time. The first time, funnily enough, had turned out to be the 
last time. Tracii's game of ‘hard to get had failed. 


Axl, with the help of Mr. Cynical Bastard Stradlin, had figured that their right of passion was a one time thing 
and Tracii just didn't want him anymore. So the redhead ignored the guitarist as well as he could, which proved 


to be a difficult task, them being in the same band and all. 


Tracii, on the other hand, was plain pissed off about the fact that the only thing he got from Axl was a cold 
glare during practice, if anything. Usually the redhead didn't even spare him a glance. Pretentious little bastard. 


In reality, Axl was simply terrified of rejection He didn't even want to look at Tracii, fearing that he'd be looking 
at someone else. This was LA, Izzy had told him, and everyone fucks with you. So he went back to chasing 
girls, and Tracii did the same. Thought both of them desperately wanted each other, neither of them were 
planning to admit it. Axl had his ego to protect, and Tracii just simply had an ego. And it was too early in the 
so called relationship to be able to look each other in the eye and talk about the problem. That wasn't the 
manly way of going about things anyway. 


Their conversations were rare, short, and bitter. Axl would show up late to practice (yes, that's when it 
started), and Tracii would welcome him with various greetings such as "look what the cat dragged in" Axl 


would scowl and shove past him, and mutter some sort of remark about his hair. Tracii would tell him to lay 


off the make up, while Axl told him to go to hell. 


Despite the tension between singer and guitarist, the band had managed to land a few bar gigs. Axl turned out 
to be well received by the crowd, but Tracii had always been the star. Had been. Just up until last night. 


"Try not to look too much like a girl tonight, okay?" Tracii had smiled sardonically at the redhead, after they 
finished their practice before the gig. 


"Try to keep your dick out of someone's ass long enough to play," Axl shot back, then turned on his heel and 
vanished. Tracii watched the snappy swig of his hips and sighed. 


A few hours had passed, and it became nine forty-five. Tracii sat in the back of his van, smoking a cigarette 


and wondering where the hell Axl was. 


Just five minutes before they were due to go on, he showed up, wearing leather chaps with nothing but a 
thong. He had glam sucks spray painted in pink letters on the back of his leather jacket, and his hair was so 
huge that his policeman's hat wouldn't even stay on his head. Blue eyeshadow and pink lipstick finished off the 
perfectly horrible ensemble. All eyes were on him, especially when he jumped into the small crowd during the 


set and practically gave half the audience a lap dance. 


By the end of the night, Tracii was furious. A) because the redhead had been pretty damn drunk, and they 
were too new a band to risk that. B) because he was almost late. And D) because seeing Axl in a thong and not 
being able to touch him did something to Tracii that was the equivalent of having his veins pumped full of 
burning arsenic. Luckily he had his guitar to hide his hard on. Oh yes, and E) he was furious because after the 
show Axl disappeared with Izzy and three girls. With no fucking word at all. It had gone way beyond Axl simply 
stealing Tracii's spotlight. 


Tracii was now at home, contemplating paying him a visit. The sexual tension was some fucking kind of torture. 
But no, why the hell should Tracii go to him? It should be the other way around. He'd spent more than enough 
time wooing the arrogant prick. How hard did he have to try? 


A loud bang from the other side of his door cut his decision making short. It sounded like some idiot was 
trying to break it down with a hammer. Tracii crossed the room in a few irritated strides, and threw the door 


open, only to have Axl kick him in the shin. 

"What the fucking hell was that for!" 

Axl looked shocked for a second, then his expression quickly changed and he burst out laughing. Tracii glowered 
in confusion, and when Axl didn't stop laughing, he returned the gesture by kicking him back. Then Axl stopped 


abruptly, and leaped at Tracii, knocking him to the floor and elbowing him in the ribs. 


It was an accident you fuck!" Axl snarled, pinning Tracii beneath him and pressing his knee to his crotch, 


almost ready to crush him. 

"Like hell it was-Ow! Fuck! Don't press so hard, dammit!" Tracii tried to force Axl off him, but the seemingly 
delicate redhead was stronger than he thought. The fucker wasn't budging. "What the hell are you doing here 
anyway?" 

"I just came by to tell you that | hate your stupid band and l'm quitting.’ 


"What?-hey, let up on the balls will you!" 


"You heard me. And no," Axl grinned then. Tracii tried to adjust himself beneath Axl's knee, but there was no 
getting comfortable. 


"Well, fuckin’ fine with me!" Tracii spat and glared up at him, "I'm sick of your fucking shit, and you can't sing 
worth a damn. Now get the hell-" Axl pressed his knee harder into him, and Tracii's sentence turned into a 


growl. Then he eased up, just a little, and there was silence. The two frowned at each other. 

"Do you want me to leave?" Axl asked flatly. 

"Yeah. Damned if | care." 

"Fine," Axl's tone turned poisonous and he lifted himself off Tracii. He stood up and turned his back to him, 
heading for the door which was still open. Before he knew it he was falling again, due to Tracii pulling on one of 
his belt loops. He landed on the floor, and suddenly Tracii was the one on top, pinning his wrists above his head. 
"Fuck off outta my band if you want, but.” Tracii paused then, wondering if he should say what he wanted to 
say. When he opened his mouth to speak, only a muffled sound came out as Axl lifted his head and slipped his 


Tongue inside Tracii's already parted lips. 


"You're a son of a bitch and | fucking hate you," the redhead muttered into him, and bit down on his lip. This 


unexpectedly made Tracii relax and sigh into him, and Axl wrapped his legs around his waist. 


"I hate you so much more." Tracii mumbled as he bit into Axl's neck, while desperately trying to get his zipper 


undone and pull off his shirt, all at once. 
"Close the fucking door first!" 


Tracii looked up, now from half way down Axl's shirtless stomach. "You're so fucking timid,” he rolled his eyes, 


but complied anyway and kicked the door shut. 

"IIl fucking show you timid, bastard." 

Almost an hour later, the two band mates lay on the floor in a tangled heap of naked limbs. The sweat was 
cooling, and Tracii scrambled to his bed and under the blankets. Axl followed him, and for a few minutes they 
were silent, with their arms draped around each other. 

"Guns and roses," Axl said out of nowhere. 


"What?" 


If | see your manager again, I'll kill him. Your drummer's a cunt and your bassists a wimp." He propped himself 


up on his elbows and looked down at Tracii. "Start a band with me and Izzy." 


Tracii blinked a few times, admiring Axl's forwardness. Those fucking green eyes, they were like an iced over 


ocean. Cold and expressionless, yet having all the depth in the world. 


"Okay." 


